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From Praise to Peace  
 
I will give thee the treasures of darkness, and hidden riches of secret places, that thou mayest 
know. – Isa. 45:3 
 
This year has been wonderful. At the beginning of this year, in the midst of a glorious revival 
campaign in Detroit, I was suddenly stricken with a trouble that sent me to the surgeon's table 
for my third major operation in 14 years. It took me close to the gates of death. My brain was 
bled white and was exhausted; my appetite was gone; my nerves were utterly shattered, until at 
any moment, I would give way to uncontrollable tears. I lost all spiritual emotion. If I had judged 
by my feelings, I should have said, "There is no God, and the grave is my endless goal." But 
facts do not change with our change of feelings. So I stood by my facts.  
 
John wrote: "We have known and have believed the love that God hath to us." I had known, I 
had believed that love, but now I did not feel it. Utter gloom and depression enshrouded my 
soul. But right at that point I asserted my faith. I stood by my facts. I stirred up the gift of God 
within me, with no feeling of thankfulness. Feeling seemed dead within me. But I said, "I will 
praise Him. He is worthy of praise regardless of my feelings. I will thank Him, thank Him for this 
gloom, this wearing and awful depression. It, too, will work for my good. Mine enemy shall not 
triumph over me."  
 
Prayer did not help me, but praise did. As I thanked Him and offered my feeble praise, the gloom 
vanished like fog, the depression of soul slipped away. The mocking enemy of my soul fled away 
into his own darkness, and peace – quiet, sweet peace – filled my heart. Hallelujah! 
 
My soul has been enriched by this experience, and God's unfailingness has been vindicated. He 
has given me "the treasures of darkness," and I have been sharing with my brethren these spoils 
taken in spiritual battles. Some of them who have been enshrouded with gloom have seen light 
and been set at liberty.  
 
1 John 4:16 


